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pany for their protection. He hurriedly got together
twelve men. As each man was* expected to fight his
proportion of perhaps twelve thousand, or one to one
thousand, the war was not successfully prosecuted.
Mitchel marched his force into the inidst of the mob,
and, mounting a bos, endeavored to effect by words
what was evidently impracticable by forcible means.
Nor was he deterred by the missiles that meteor-like
darted about his head. At last he was ordered to
retreat to the mayor's office. In passing up one of
the streets that led from the river, the mob pressed
somewhat closer than was deemed desirable, and he
ordered his men to halt, and turn and fire. One un-
lucky rioter, or spectator, was shot in the leg, which
afterwards occasioned a suit in the courts for dam-
ages.

Arrived at the mayor's office, the little squad was
advised to take off their uniforms and don citizens
dress, that they might escape to their homes in safety.
The captain, who never could learn the value of the
maxim, Ai Discretion is the better part of valor," de-
clined to undergo the coat-changing process, and,
drawing his sword, walked out in full regimentals,
He was a small man, not over five feet six inches in
height, and at no time weighed over one hundred
and thirty pounds. But he had a firm-set face and a
determined look which carried weight. As he strode
through the mob that had been waiting to tear him
to pieces, a way was opened for him through which
lie passed safely home.

He was informed that during the night his house
would be attacked by the mob. He was possessed
of a couple of old flint-lock muskets, and it was
agreed between him and his wife that she shouldthe mayor to turn out his com-.    In
